Selwyn and Chariot and explained our problem. We were
recommended to Frank Case, who owns the Algonquin
Hotel. Archie added: "And for God's sake, Jack, if you
want to keep out of jail, don't let those two dames sign any
more checks."

As we were driving across town to our new hotel I
suddenly saw what I took to be an enormous wild animal
ambling down Fifth Avenue where we were stopped by a
traffic light. I clutched Bea's arm.

"Look at that.   What do you suppose it is?"

Bea peered out the window and began to laugh. She was
born in Toronto and therefore not unaccustomed to the
extraordinary sight of a six-foot man wearing a raccoon
coat.

The light changed and the taxi shot across the Avenue
and into Forty-fourth Street. Halfway along the block I
exclaimed:

~~ "There's that man again! How did he get here so
quickly?"

Bea laughed again and explained.

"Do you actually mean there could be two of them in
New York at once?" I demanded, awe-struck.

Within the next two days I was to learn that every
undergraduate in town for the holidays was going about
draped to the heels in shaggy skins, as though made up to
play in Androcles and the Lion.

At the Algonquin, Bea and I were given a room such as
we might have had in the Midlands at home. The minute
we looked around at the rather dark-figured wallpaper, the
old-fashioned electric-light fixtures, the Brussels carpet,
and the two brass beds with their crimson down-filled
eiderdowns, we said to each other: "This is more like it."
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